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D E T R 0 I T 
Low rent flats 
Panama hats 
Dirty smells 
Jack Purcells 
Assemb ly line 
Suits me fine 
Friday nites 
Neon lights 
Stroh's and pizza 
What could be swetta. 
/Dave McKenzie! 
TRANSITION 
Walking slowly downstairs, Jackie watched 
for dogshit. She stepped over a pile on the 
fourth from the bottom step. It wasn't her turn 
to clean it up. She unbolted the front door to 
let the whimpering mutt out. She shivered as 
cold air and snow blew in, and she pulled her 
terry-cloth robe close around her. 
The Sunday street was quiet, even though it 
was past noon. The freshly fallen snow gave a 
peaceful elegance to the big houses. It 
temporarily hid the chipped paint and the plaster 
and the garbage that was usually visible in the 
front yards. She tried to imagine what the 
street had looked like fifty years ago when this 
had been an exclusive part of town. She watched 
~Jeenie run across the street to do her thing, 
and then off down the street, she hoped, for 
a couple of days. 
Not until she looked in the livingroom did 
Jackie remember the party from the night before. 
Overflowing ashtrays and beer cans lay scattered 
everywhere. She would go back to bed; perhaps 
someone else would clean it up. She tottered 
toward the kitchen to gat a drink of water and 
she had to reach for one of the wooden pillars 
separating the livingroom from the diningroom 
to steady herself. I'm still high, she thought. 
She wrinkled her nose at the mess in the 
diningroom and study; the lack of furniture in 
the big rooms only brought more attention to the 
clutter. We'll have to get a vaCUQm cleaner 
again, she thought. 
Before entering the kitchen, Jackie grabbed 
a couple of beer cans and tossed one, then the 
other, into the room, trying to hit the sink, 
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which she couldn't see from where she was standing.
She hated mice; they had scared her; she closed 
her eyes tight and counted to thirty before 
entering the kitchen, in case one ran by. 
There were no clean glasses, so she filled 
a coffee cup with water and drank it down. She 
swayed at the sink; how many reds did I do? she 
thought. Jackie stared blankly at the open 
garbage in the corner and at the dirty dishes 
piled up everywhere; someone would have to clean 
this up. She drank a second cup of water and 
filled it again; she would take some to David. 
Jackie walked back through the livingroom, 
spotted the telephone on the floor and decided to 
knock the receiver off the hook. No one ever 
called before noon, but it was past that now. Let 
them think the dog did it, she thought. Maybe 
there would be a couple extra hours of peace and 
quiet. She knew that in her situation it was 
impossible to hope for normal living conditions, 
but it was Sunday, and even if she was the only 
one who had a job, it was still a good day to relax. 
She went back upstairs and stook in the 
hallway and listened for sounds of life; heavy 
snoring came from behind the bedroom doors. Tim, 
Bob, Skip, David and Jackie had lived there for 
two months now and soon it would be time to move 
again. Already she sensed trouble, and a party 
like the one last night was a step in the wrong 
direction. There were strangers here last night, 
she thought. David would also be concerned, but 
last night he was too high to care. 
Over the past few months, Jackie had come to 
realize that there are certain social obligations 
involved with the dealing of drugs and last night's 
pot-luck pot party was one of them. She had 
experimented with drugs in high school, as did 
most of her friends who were well-off enough to 
afford them; and her freshman year at college had 
developed her experiments to a ful 
But Jackie had never really felt t 
had directly influenced her decisi 
school and move so far away from h 
felt that she needed to experience 
living before she could decide wha 
to do. She tried to see her life 
evolved around drugs, but lately 
getting harder and harder to do. 
third house she had lived in, in s 
To become established in one place 
could only mean trouble. Too many 
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Jackie had never known so many peo 
parents didn't understand why she 
It's hard to find the right place, 
And now she knew they would be mov 
She shrugged her shoulders as 
off the problem and walked quietly 
bedroom she shared with David. He 
innocent. The mattress and boxspr 
covered with a tapestry as were th 
she used for bookshelves. And tap 
over the curtain rods and kept the 
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The natural oak floor glowed from 
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But Jackie had never really felt that drugs 
had directly influenced her decision to quit 
school and move so far away from home. She only 
felt that she needed to experience some real 
living before she could decide what she wanted 
to do. She tried to see her life as not so 
evolved around drugs, but lately that was 
getting harder and harder to do. This was the 
third house she had lived in, in six months. 
To become established in one place for too long 
could only mean trouble. Too many people knew 
where you lived, too many people knew your phone 
number, and too many people kept coming over; 
Jackie had never known so many people. Her 
parents didn't understand why she moved so much. 
It's hard to find the right place, she wrote them. 
And now she knew they would be moving again. 
She shrdgged her shoulders as if to shrug 
off the problem and walked quietly into the 
bedroom she shared with David. He looked so 
innocent. The mattress and boxsprings were 
covered with a tapestry as were the orange crates 
she used for bookshelves. And tapestries hung 
over the curtain rods and kept the sunlight from 
the room. The room was dark and clean and warm 
and smelled of pine candles and dried flmvers. 
The natural oak floor glowed from the coat of ~¥ax 
she had put on it. There were several hundred­
dollar bills on her grandma's round wooden hatbox 
that served as a bedside table. 
Jackie caught a glimpse of herself in the 
full-length mirror that was propped against the 
wall and ran her fingers through her dark, curly 
hair, pushing it off her face. She wasn't tall, 
but she was slender and she tried to take good 
care of her body. Her big brown eyes stared back 
at her; they looked tired. She noticed that her 
blush-on from the night before had splotched on 
her cheeks and she rdbbed her face to smooth it 
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in. She looked younger than her twenty years, 
but there was a lack of freshness about her. 
''Move over, hon,tt she whispered to David. 
She didn't want to wake him; he would be up and 
off on business soon enough. She set the coffee 
cup next to the bed, dropped her robe and crawled 
in beside him. She was cold so she snuggled 
close to David's warm body and wondered what was 
to become of them. 
Jackie had known David for over a year 
through mutual friends, and she had always been 
attracted to him, but she had never imagined 
living with him. He was tall and had long, 
straight, blonde hair that hung over his high 
cheekbones when he would lean forward, playing 
the guitar or passing a joint. He had an air of 
self-confidence and direction to him. When 
Jackie's best friend from high school, Jan, 
talked her into coming to Grand Rapids, as Jan had 
done a few months earlier, Jackie did not 
hesitate..;.-there was nothing going on in Farmington. 
Jan already lived with her boyfriend, Roy, so 
Jackie moved into a house with David and the three 
other guys. She had her own room and got a job 
at a department store as a salesgirl with Jan. 
Very independent, but within a week she was 
sleeping with David, and ,\Then they moved again 
they decided to share a room. Of course she 
insisted on paying her share of the rent and the 
phone bills, even though David was makin? ten times 
more money than she did a week--she didn t want 
to become dependent on him. 
Jackie wondered what Jan would be doing today. 
They saw quite a bit of each other since Roy dealt 
drugs with David. Jackie felt Jan was changing 
though. Jan wanted to get married, and it seemed 
her personality had warped to please Roy. Jackie 
hardly knew her an~nore, really. In fact, Jackie 
thought, I don't really know anyone; and she 
blinked at the wall David's broad 
and thought of these things as she 
to sleep.
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had warped to please Roy. Jackie 
anymore, really. In fact, Jackie 
really know anyone; and she 
blinked at the wall David's broad shoulders made 
and thought of these things as she drifted back 
to sleep. 
Her dream was meaningless to her at first; 
birds soaring through mountain skies, horses 
galloping through open fields, and a caravan of 
camels headed toward a neon oasis. It was 
pleasant, but it didn't make sense. Then Jackie 
dreamt she was back in her bed~ Suddenly the 
bedroom door was kicked off its hinges and flew 
across the room. Five policemen charged into 
the room with machine guns pointed at the bed. 
They were dressed in black and wore World War II 
German~army helmets and black, shiny leather 
boots that came up over their pant legs to their 
knees. Jackie jumped out of bed and introduced 
herself. The police did not speak and they 
wouldn't let her put her robe on. Jackie opened 
her grandma's hat box to show them a note from 
her mother, but the note was gone, and white 
powder, red pills, and hundred-dollar bills 
started overflowing from the hatbox. She crouched 
and stared at the policemen--one of them was her 
roomate Tim~ She ran to him only to be jabbed 
away by the cold, butt of his gun. Where is David? 
she thought. They made her stand and march, 
naked, down the stairs. They made her step in 
the dog shit. Her supervisor from ''lork was in the 
livingroom dusting; she looked at Jackie with 
surprise, shock, and disgust and ran from the room
A large clock took up the entire far livingroom 
o 
wall. It was ticking fast and loud and the 
ticking kept getting louder and the huge, black 
hands were sweeping by the Roman numerals faster 
and faster. David ''las sitting at a desk in the 
diningroom counting bills of all colors and coins 
of all shapes; he didn't seem interested in what 
was going on. He wore a visor over his eyes and 
black, shiny leather boots up over his jeans. 
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Jackie ran to him, but he slapped her away. 
He smiled apologetically at the police as they 
pulled her back. Jackie could see Jan and Roy 
watching television in the study; they smiled 
and waved at her. Now Jackie was wearing a 
peasant blouse tucked into her blue jeans. Tim, 
the policeman, held her arms and another policeman 
came toward her pinching the tail of a squirming, 
gray rat. Jackie's eyes rolled back in her head; 
the ticking of the wall clock was unbearably loud, 
and the black hands whirred around the circle 
makin* it a big, black blur. 
'No! No! No!" she screamed, as they pulled 
open her shirt, dangling the rat in front of 
her face. She bolted up in bed. 
''What the hell is the matter with you?" 
asked David. Jackie was covered with a clammy 
sweat, her throat was tight and dry. 
"Oh hon," she said, as she felt for the 
coffee cup, "there were strangers here last night." 
"Yeah, I know," he said. "I better get a 
Sunday paper; I think it's time we moved again." 
He got out of bed, pulled on his jeans and t-shirt, 
counted the money on the night stand, and walked out 
of the room without looking at her. 
Jackie sat in bed and stared at her bookshelves. 
She knew that today she would do the dishes, and 
she would borrow a vacum cleaner and clean the 
house, and she would ulean up the dogshit, again. 
She heard the others get up; David was on the 
phone already; the stereo was on. Jackie got up 
and got The Prophet, a birthday gift from her 
parents, and got back in bed. She thought about 
her dream, but could hardly remember it. She 
thought she would call home today and talk to her 
mother. Maybe she would go horne for Christmas. 
/Marlene Vitasinskil 
THE GALAXY 
Stretch out, expand spirals 
Hold close, contained and cc 
Creatures unguarded, gross, 
Eyes of night mesmerize 
The seekers of the stars. 
And with the perversity of ( 
Myth succumbs to truth. 
/Susan Co: 
